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a mimic war, it might have taken
longer to destroy the Spanish squad-
rons,

No imitation is ever as good as the
genuine article; no sham battle, how-

. vigorously prosecuted, ever ap-
aches the reasl battle. Admirals of
other navies, who are watching the At-
lantic maneuvers, * will learn many
things from them, ‘but the first thing
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pre
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R. KNOX’'S EUROPEAN JUNKET

A TTORNEY GENERAL KNOX sails

on Wednesday fo: and a
ot of peopie are wondecring how he
onnd ‘it possible 1o get just at
his time. Perhaps the v for M1
PAnox's departure is the ract that a

mpalgn i= about to open and he
foesn’t want to hear the harsh things
hat will be said about troste
Speakers on both sides of t politieal
Eence will preach anti-trust doctrines
rom one eénd of the country to the
Bther, and, of course, that would wound
the delicate sensibilities of M Knox

measurably
it s difficult for a laree pdroen
Df the Votérs fo undbtstand hoiw Pr
jdent Roosevalt can rdenounce

unlawful

|

{ that instance.

jcombinations of capital and at the

me time allow Attorney General !
Knox to remain in office. )r. Knoxe
friendliness toward the trusiz is open
and notorious. Prior to his oint-
ment he was & trust attorney and he
has done nothing since to indicate a

change of hearr,

Rumor. has it that he is
ored with an appointme
preme bench of the U
the retirement of Justice
Is expected shortly. To street
expression, that would and
more of it. And still President Rooae-
velr attempting to
Republicaus, following his ex
attempting (o pose as nters
Of trusts. If that sistent in-
convistency, there are no such things
as daylight and darkness

It is not likeiy that anything wil
happen to the trusts while Mr. Knox is
away-—that is, anything except a “hot
&ir” bombzvdment Mr. Knox has
doubtiess left his office ir hands that
will continue his friendly attitude
toward the monopolies.

————

PROFIT ON FRIARS' LANDS.
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HERE are hints of a scandal of
grave proportions in  connection
with the negotiations for the purchase,
by the United States, of tne friars’
lands in the Philippines. It is openly
stated that a large proportion of these

lands j= now held by American cor-
porations and that some of them are
going to make a fine profit if the sale
to this country is consummated.
From Manila comes word that the
authorities know of the conditions, but
they say the lands are 1d oniy nom-
inglly by the corporation: so as to
make it easier for the friars to collect
their rents. In other words. the cor-
porations are merely acting as agents
Of the friars. When the proper time

comes the broad acres will
Over to their rightfu! owners
take unto themselves .l

be turned
who will

|

!

|
|
|
|

the gain
therefrom.

That sounds very pretty. but phil-
anthropy s an entirely new pursuit
for corporations to folloy The at-
mosphere of the Philippines must be |

vastly different from the
of the United States if men of wealth
form companies merely for the purpose
©of helping out distressed I:
" As @ matter of fact
not different in the Philippines from
eorporations in this country Capital-
ists are not putling their money into
anything in

ind owners.

corporations

are

which they cannot see at
least a falr profit. If thev holding
he lands of the friars thev are huold-
ing them in the axpectation netting
A tidy sum when those s inds aze

United States

purchased by the

At any rate, the matter is worthy of
investigation, and such an nvestiga-
tion as will reveal the true state of

affairs.

- -_——
THOSE NAVAL MANEUVERS.
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water occasional-
Iy. they had nelther water nor
didn’t last long, often
dying within two years and a half or
ree The case of a snake that
starved itself e recorded in detail, and

food £0

vears

wre.  The account
November, there
the snake of the
museum a superb reticulated python
Japan, which measured nineteen
and one-half feet in length, his colora-

living and brilliant,
enormous, and his activity
denoting the most flourishing state of
health. Furthermore, he manifested a
dangerously aggressive disposition. He

says:
of 1899
in house
of

tion being

his
liametoer

was offered the meost diverse foods, but

all were obstinately refused. Sheep,
rabbits, geese, ducks and chickens
were in torn offered, and whilst at
times he stifled these in his coils he

left them without touching them.
contented himself with frequent bath-
ing in his basin, and this fact im-
portant, as death comes much quicker
with the ephidians submitted to an ab-

solute

is

fast.
“The python continued to refuse food
and began to decrease in volume, the

brilliant and glistening color present
at first giving place to a dull, gray
color, and at the commencement of
1902 he was surprisingly thin, being
| nothing more than skin and bone.
Completely apathetic and inoffensive.

he allowed himself to be handled with
impunity, remaining perfectly inert,
rolled up in the corner of his cage. At
different times it was sought to feed
him by means of eggs placed in his
mouth, but this nourishment produced
no result. It was observed that par-
tial and successive death of the organs
preceded in a way the total death,
which occured the 20th of April, 1902,
that is, after two years, five months
and three days of fasting.

“The animal weighed at the time of
death twenty-seven kilos, the initial
weight having been seventy-five kilos.
Thus the reduction was forty-eight
kilos, or nearly two-thirds of the orig-
inal weight, a remarkable figure,
which seems to prove that sometimes
with the larger adult ophidians, sub-
mitting voluntarily to a relative fast,
death does not occur until after a loss

of weight much greater than Chossat |

thought.”

“SWAGGER"” STICKS.

Chapultepec Canes For Soldiers of
Third Infantry.

(Cincinnati Commercial Tribune.}

A decided novelty in the life
United States goldiers at army
will soon be introduced by Colonel
Page of the Third United States infan-
try, stationed at Fort Thomas. He wil]
supply his regiment with something
new in the form of “swagger” sticks,
small, light canes, which are commonly
carried by soldiers in the British army.
But, with the Third,
mean something more

than the mere

| idea of natty appearance and produc-

tion of a swinging step., for there will
be something of historic
connected with them.

The sticks will be facsimiles, reduced i

in size, of the highly prized and his-
toric relic, the drum major's baton,
made of the flagstaff at Chapultepec,

and presented to the Third infantry f while they s
during the Mexican war by General :
Smith. The baton, which is large and | possibly whe
heavy, with silver mounting, now oc- | 1

cupies a place of honor among the rel- |

He |

of }
posts |

SENSATIONS IN BATTLE.

Scenes From the Varied Experiences
of a War Correspondent.
(Julian Ralph in London Express.)

At Kimberley they tell a story of a
soldier and a civilian who were walk-
ing beyond the houses of the tewn to-
ward some hills where the Boers were
picketed. It was raining very hard,
and the pelting of the drops upon the
umbrella which sheltered both drowned
the lesser noises. The men and um-
brella made a conspicuous target, and
the Boers began shooting befere the |
two men got within range.

The soldier saw where the Mauser
balls struck the earth and each sent
up its little fountain-like jet of the red
dust of the veldt. He gquickened his
pace, in order to rea¢h the place of
shelter to which both were bound; and
presently the little jets of sand began
to spout up in front of his and his com-
panion’s feet. In another two minutes
| bullets were flyving over their heads and
striking the ground before and behind
them. The ecivilian was unaware of
this. He heard only the rain, and the
sand jets escaped his observation.

“You don't seem very much afraid
of bullets,” the soldier remarked.

“I shouldn’'t like to be hit by one,”
said the civilian.

“Were you ever under fire before

“I never was under fire,” the ¢ n
replied; “but what do you mean by ‘be-
fore?” Are we in any danger of being
shot at?”

“Are we!” the soldier exclaimed:
“why, man alive, don’'t you know that
you are under fire now? Don't you see
the bullets kicking up the dirt all
Don't you hear them sing-

ing?”
The civilian stopped still, looked at
his companion, watched the ground,

saw a bullet bed itself at his feet—and
then turned and ran back to Kimberley
with the speed of a deer, though he
was middle-aged and pertly.

1 can appreciate that story., because
the first time I was under fire in the
Boer war 1T 14 not find it out till aft-
erward. It was at Lord Methuen's first
battle—Belmont. The British had
cleared one kopje, and then - gone
around it to disiodge the Beers from
another position. My son, Lester, and
I climbed to the top of the kopje which
faced one on which the Boers had a
field gun. Ve were silhouetted black
and white against the sky. but our po-
sition seemed secure as the two forces
were engaged in a fierce fight far be-
low and before us.

We did not then know that it was the
custom of the Boers to detail “crack”
shots to work as sharpshooters, and o
pick out individuals as their targets
while the comrades were engaging the
British wiih volleys. As we looked on
we heard occasional faint sounds in the
air, just before us, and each of us saw
little spurts of dirt rise and disappear
—as one sees the mist of a whale's
spout at a great distance at sea.

The Boers retreated, the British
swept ahead, and we ran down the
kopje to catch up to the troops. It was
not until we weré In the next battle,
and had a closer acquaintance with the
sounds and habits of fiying Mauser bul-
lets, that we realized to a certainty
that at Belmont we had been potted
at for ten or fifteen minutes, but had
been, happily, just out eof the danger
zone,

At the battle of Dreifontein, just be-
fore Bloemfontein, another case in
point was the experience of my son
and H. A. Gwynne of Reuter's—in
many important respects the greatest
of living war correspondents. These
two advanced toward the invisible en-
emy, hidden among bushes and rocks
on a kopje, untjl there came upon them
such a cloudburst of bullets that it did
not seem as if a miller moth ecould
could have flown over the veldt without
being hit. Both men fell on their faces,
and, out of dare deviitry, Mr. Gwymne
lifted one hand above his head to see
if it would be hit. He pulled it back
before it had been raised six inches, for
a bullet grazed along the back of it
| even as he began to raise it.

i That fusillade continued for many
i minutes, and neither man, nor even one
| of their saddle horses was shot, though
other men and horses fell all around
them. One man was shot three times
while a doctor was dressing him, and |
yet the doctor escaped,

{ - It i8 these experiences,
! rain to all who were in that war, which
inure men to danger, cause them to
belittie it. and utterly destroy that sert
of romance of war which we imbibe
from the books of men who imagine
what war must be without having ex-
perienced its various phases.

When Captain Lowther of the Scots
| Guards and three or four of his men
were being sniped at while on outpost
ddty, the dreamer about war would
have had the captain’s cheek blanch,
while through his brain would roll a
{ panorama of the scenes of his past life

common as

the sticks will| and of the faces of those he loved at!

home. He would try to stee] his nerves,
he would set or “lock™ his jaw.
would turn to his men and say eithe

or i

i this alive,” ake cover, quick, and
shoot whenever you see a head.” Noth- ;
!ing of this accords with the facts, !
i The bullets whistled around the men |
and spattered the earth at their feet, |

nde ahead to the outposts

{ to which they were ordered. At last—
n the captain became )m-!
|
!

pressed by the impudence of the enemy

C - —he said to his men: “We will stop
ics of the famous Third at Colanel | those fellows. They are too cheeky. |
| Page’s quarters. l';_mn the head of th“‘,’ Forward men, and rell them out x.n'(\
| baton is engraved in silver: “To the | their holes. The guwardsmen dashed
| Third United States Infantry, From !

| Brigadier General Smith, Chapultepec,

5
i
|

| impregnable

}

mar about the naval maneuvers
now being conducted off the Atlantic ’
coast if they were not s0 expe An
expert has estimatad that th sport
will cost the country several millions of |
dollars, and the jgood t derived
from of pro-

them i» »idiculously out
portion o the sum expend:

A lot of lly =a
men are tearing arovond th:

suppos

ocean and

Wicwagging up and down the coast
playing a gawe of hide ard seek with
thé government’'s grea g ma-
chines Suppose the “encmy tleet
does mana to slip by th ast guar-

dians and of

wt a landing

A1 some ac-
cessibl poi what wi have been
proven? Neothing, except that one
American admiral is a lit shrewder
than anether Amwerican admiral, or
that weather conditions fuvored one
and acted as a detriment to the dther.

The whole busipess t wwoming of

blapk cartridges. tire flying hither and
thither with foolish messages the ex-
cited miIght walthes and that, are
Cehlld’s play, If the money being wasted
op these puerile maneuvers were ex-
pended in target practice there might
Be sope shadow of excise for the outs
']ay As it is, the people wWho pay thé
faxes have just 2rounds for entering a
protest,

During our whr with Spain the only
preparation that had an active bearing
on the resdlt was the target practice,

Our saflors had Been taught to shoot
straight and to shoot quickly When
thg time came they responded unerr-
ingly, and the Spanish. fl.ets  were

transformed from warships 1o battered
rou in less time fhan it takes tc tell
the stbey. I the time of those men
had been $388T in <rying to outma-

sensible |

1848."

The gift is an expression of the grat- |

ification of General Smith over the ins

domitable bravery of the Third in the |
storming of Chapuitepec on Sept. 13, |

1847, the :

In ault upon this almost
stronghold of the Mexi-
cans, the Third lost terribly in officers
and men, but over rocks and
and mines,
ladders,
them.
The sticks to be carried by the Third
will be of the same shape as the large
baton, silver mounted. and with
at of arms of the regiment and the
words “Chapultepec, l.\l?\" engraved.
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A Couple of Whoops.

chasms

they drove everything before

(New York Press.)

One of Senator Quayv’'s party, while in
Florida nt allizator hu 1. and, as
aiten happens with the uninitiated. he got
Jlost, It was near night, ar he was at a
loss what to do. Presently he met a man

cow

r tell me how far it is to Mi-
asked

I reckon  hit's about two
the man answered.

I to take this as chal-
for he looked ques-
s and prickly pears
1 began to scratch

“Pran
he admitted
two Whoops 3

* & smitch furder
tl »w hit ain't more'n

& holler

i —
Refuse,
(Nsw York Times.)

bald, was trav-
Sitting i
ooking

color

ypir

& My, O] s the shoulder, the

w aronnd when they
gave out the hair g
“Oh, yes,"" w
trifie late
but that stuff )
I'd rather have .
RSO ———
Almost Killed Father.

(Tit-Bits)

3 impression of society?”
friend.

swered Mr. Goldpurse, “I
wouldn't like to have you mention it to
mother or the giris. but my impression
i= that society is a place where a man
who has worked his wav up in the worid
from nothing to a million is likely to
sneered at because he can't play 3

Reuver a supposediy attacking fleet in | pong.”

and with the aid of scaling

the |

|

ahead and the Boers leaped up and re- |
| tired—as
custom.

It was so with Captain Bowen of the
Kimberley volunteer forces. In a lively
skirmish fight a Boer picked him out
from among his men, and shot and
shot and shot at him until it seemed
to the captain like a persecution. He
grew vexed—not angry, because thad

was their almost in\'ariabi~"

implies losing seif-control—but an-

He said to himself: *“That fel-

hooting at no one but me. Does
T nk T am like a wooden target
| with no self-respect o bility to an-
| swer back?”’ He lay down on the veldt
and devoted his most careful and ar-

| dent efforts to ridding the world of that
{ insolent Boer. He made the Boer's
I"nidhz place so hot that the man could
[ Dot move without exposing himselr,
{ and therefore stopped shooting.

| Captain Bowen knew he had net hit
| the man, and was obliged. reluctantiy,
{ to get up and and ride after his

men, A haif hour later, when he ‘was
returning and had forgotten the inci-
dent, the Boer again opened fire at

him, and this time shot the captain in
{ the mouth.

Brave men were plenty in the army.
So generally were they brave that
all the marked men were not the cow-
ards, bu the fellows who went
out of their way to put them-
telves in danger, or who, being in great
| danger, despised it—refusing to take
cover, and even rushed upon the ene-
{my. Cowards were So very, very few
that ene came to think before the war
closed that perhaps courage is ene of
the commonest virtues.

The truth is, of course. that men
settled with themseives whether they
were or were not cowards before they
entered either the army or the war.
There were a few, correspondents—and
especially men of leisure pretending io
be journalists—who roused doubts as
to their courage by disappearing when
1 & battle was on and reappearing after
it was over. But today we are recon-
sidering our first judgment, because
several of ese men were either
wounded or taken prisoner. or joimed
forces and fought with the best before
the war ended.

‘We had an artist with us who talked
very like a timid man, and coatinually
vowed that he would never go under
fire again; yet in every battie he was
Sure to be caught in some

highly
gerous corner or plight, and it became
impossible to think him a coward. One

day another artist, who had been al-
most foolhardy with his bravery up to
that time, was "suddenly seized with
what,  the sh call “funk"—or
fright. "This was at Drigfontein—a
terrible battle, whose fiarceness has nbt
had the celebrity it desarves.

The artist was standing beside his
horse, holding the reins and sketching.
Suddenly the Boers opened every sort
of fire upon a bunch of horses just be-
hind him. Shells screamed and burst
above and behind him, bullets sang
their high-keyed, insistent notes beside
his ears, and pom-poem shells screamed
and burst closer than anyone would
care to have them—all without a mo-
ment’s warning, when he had fancied
himself quite apart from the battle
that had been raging in another part
of the field.

There came to him such a rush of
impulses that he was staggered. First
he was frightened, and next he had
1o put away his pencil, close and strap
his notebook, calm his horse, get its
bridle over its head, mount it, and be
off. For fifteen seconds he could do
nothing: but the spasm of alarm and
confusion passed, and presently he
was dashing away, with lead and steel
rti_‘ropping and screeching all around

im.

Would you imagine that if you were
thus surprised you could leap up and
run with a peal of laughter, precisely
as yveu would do if someone at home
suddenly turned a hose or flower
Spray upon you? I have seen it done
and I have done it—been surprised by
a downpour of bullets from behind,
when some Boers were unexpectedly
making a charge, and have leaped up
and run for all I was worth, laughing
aloud at the ridiculousness of my own
undignified haste. I may say that
without appearing to boast, for I am
no more fond of danger than any other
ordinary man.

So various and peculiar are men's
emotions on the field of battle that it
would not seem possible that men like
Zola, Hugo, Dumas and Stephen Crane
—in the book he wrote before he had
seen real war—could have hit upon
any phase of them that would be un-
true. Yet what these writers dwelt
most upon is the one thing I never saw
or heard of in actual war—the one
thing that all with whom I have talked
agreed in saying was far, far from
realism and the truth. That thing s
the consciousness of danger and the
mental preparation for death.

The men whom I have known in war
8o into battie believing, as a rule, that
they will come out of it all right. They
advance or lie down and direct an at-
tack, =aying to themselves or their
neighbors: “There’'s Billy down. He's
hit, T think. Our fellows on the right
are falling like leaves. By Jove! this
is a hot fight. I would not mind shar-
ing that heap eof rocks with Charlie

Calvert. Ir we get a chance we will
run over there where he is.” Some-
times men get excited. and throw

away all concern, whether they are hit
or not. Then, again, you can always
get volunteers to make a dash into
what seems to you certain death; but
it does not seem so to them, for they
believe in what they call their “lucky
stars.” and the meore often they risk
death and escape it the more they
believe themselves what George Wash-
ington was said to be—ihe bearer of a
charmed life.

In the first war I reported I said to
myself: “Courage is not at all an ex-
traordinary thing. Nine fellows in
every ten have got it. But I think it
must all ooze out of a man after he is
hit. The men who have been often
wounded, like Lord Roberts, and who
stick to the profession, must be made
of an uncommon clay.” I know better
than that now.

— e - -
BELIEVES IN SPIRITS NOW.

This Bootblack Thinks He Got His
Information Cheap.
{Washington Post.) .

There is at least one man in Wash
ington who is a profound believer ia
spiritualism. He is a colored bootblack,
whose firsi name is Adolphus, and his
occupation has something to do with
this story. He had a friend, anether
colored bootblack, known to the fra-
ternity as Oliver, whese eareer in shin-
ing shoes was cut short by death.
Adolphus laméented Oliver's demise, and
often says that he had few equals in
putting a patent-leather polish on a
pair of battered shoes.

Adolphus had occasion one day to go
to see a spiritualist whe owed him a
trifling sum for services performed in
line of his work. The “professor” re-
ceived his caller cordially, so cordially,
in fact, that the bootblack forgot to
mention the object of his visit.

“Don’t you want to get a message
from Oliver?"” asked the “professor."”

“Oliver! He done died, How 1 git a
message frum him?”

“Oho, that’s easy,” said the professor,
and taking a double slate from a table
near by he washed it clean, put a smalil
pencil inside, tied it securely, and wait-
ed developments. Adolphus says he

- { heard a slight scratching sound, and in
importance { “Men, I fear few of us will come out of |

a snoment the slate was opened, and
there was the message from Oliver.

“I am in hell, suffering.”

The bootblack commenced to perspire
freely.

“Now,” said the prefessor, “you will
have a chance to see Oliver. He wants
1o talk with you.”

* "Deed, puffessuh, Ah doan want to
talk tuh him.”

“Oh, yes; that will be all right. There
he is behind that screen. Listen, he's
talking to you.”

Adolphus was rooted to the spot for
a moment while the spirit rapidly told
him a few things. Finally, he could
stand it no longer, and with a fright-
ened yell went leaping down the stairs,
The other day he gave a verbatim ac-
count of Oliver's conversation.

“Hit she” was Olivyh: jes' as natchul
as life. He say jes’ as he say on de
slate, ‘Ah'm in hell, sufferin’.’ He teil
me tuh men” mah ways or Ah'll g0 tuh
hell. too. 1 didn't wait foh no mo'.

1 ' yelled an’ lit out. W'en Ah gits
heah Ah was as w'ite as a sheet.
Hit iaid me up in baid foh mo'n a week.
Did Ah git mah money? No. He can
keep dat 50 cents. He doan owe me
nothin’ now.”

A Kentucky Conversation.
{Baltimore American.)

“Mos™ strange case, cunnel” said Ma-
jor Giddley, Iooking up from his paper,
“Hyuh’s a story about a pusson down

st who was undeh wateh foh half an
hou’, an” was finally resuscitated by the
doctahs afteh fo' how's’ wo'k.”

“Suttenly strange.” assented the cojo-
nel, pa ng in the preparation of an ap-
petizer; “but. suh, ¥o' mus’ acknowledge
;h;\t it would have been uttehly impossi-
dle to
had the wateh inside of him. It was eaiyv
the fact, suh, that the dange'ous element
was on the exterioh of his body that em-
abled the doctahs to fetch him to life
again, sv

e
Otherwise Unchanged.
(Chicago Tribune.)
“Right here where this farm is,” said
the old settler in northern Indiana, “there
used to be a lake. T cauzghit wagon loads
of fish in it many a time, when I was

yor

nd now I sce it's a corn field,” sail
the tourist.

“Yes. sir, and it raises a hundred bush-
els o' corn to the acre.”

“I mee.” observed the traveler, “when
the lake dried up it changed a fish liar
inte a cora crop Mar.”

—_——————
He Had Been in Paris, Too.
(Cleveland Plain Deaijer.)

“I see that Chauncey Depew isn't feel-
ing well and is homesick and has the
blues.™

“Where is he?”

“In Paris™

“Oh. that's just the way I felt the next
morning.”

——————
Ignorance a Movable Feast.
(Detroit Free Press)

Summer Boarder—Lack of educw
a sreat drawback. Farmer > -
Farmer Aln't #? Why, there's

men comes out here who are 5

and mever saw corn planted, -

8

have saved that pusson had he |

MAY BE A LONG LOST RUBENS.

«“FThe Drunken Bacchus,” Missing
Since 1785, Found in New York.
(New York Herald.)

After Tanging for years in an ob-
scure corner in the wein stube of
George Stark, at 142 Seventh avenue,
a painting alleged to be from the brush
of Rubens has been discovered, and its
owner believes it to be the missing
“The Drunken Baechus’ spoken of by
Cariton Smith in his work on Rubens.

Recently a visiting artist saw the
painting and asked permission to take
it away and subject it to a restoring
process to remeove the grime and dust
and accumulations of sixty years to
the knowledge of the Stark family.

Last evening Mr. Stark told this story
of the painting:

“My father, Carl Stark, beught out
the old Heidelberg Fass tavern, in East
Broadway, when he came to this coun-
try, sixty yvears ago, and often told
me that this painting was one of the
treasures of the inn at the time of its
purchase, and informed me that some-
times it would be very valuable.

“When we removed to our present lo-
cation the old painting came, too, al-
though you could hardly recognize the
figures on aceount of the smoke and
grime covering the canvas. All that
we know of it was that it was very old.
Last winter a friend and an artist
visited me, and the picture caught the
artist's eye as it hung there in the cor-
ner.

“He told me he thought it was very
old, and asked to take it away and re-
stare it as far as possible. He returned
it a short time since, and declared
that the treatment of the figures in
the painting was similar to that of Ru-
bens, and said he believed we had one
of the old master’'s works.

“Therein - Blakeslee of Thirty-fourth
street and Fifth avenue has viewed it
and says he, too, is confident the work
is a true Rubens.

“After hearing this, I decided to find
out something of Rubens myself, and
visited the Astor and Lenox libraries,
and in the works of Carlton Smith dis-
covered that a picture called “The
Prunken Bacchus” was missing and
couid not be accounted for. except that
it was believed to have been bought
by a Frenchman named Chatillon and
brought to New Yeork in 1785,

“In the book a canvas is deseribed
giving the figures that appear here.”

In deep shadows and high lights the
figures are portrayed on the canvas,
which is about three and one-half by
four and one-half feet in size. The cen-
ter figure is a nearly nude Bacchus,
with a wreath twined about his fore-
arm, riding on a braying ass and sup-
porting a male and a female figure
walking on either side.

The Bacchps carries in his hand a
cup of ancient pattern, and, with chin
on breast, is apparently in a maudlin
condition. A Pan, with pipes on which
he is playing, slightly precedes the
three, and directly behind all follows a
reveller, drinking wine from a pitcher,
held by a figure at the extreme right |
edge of the canvas. :

In the lower left hand corner of the
painting the road turns, and in the dis-
tance are seen farms and the wusual
goat. Much of the rich coloring once
in the picture still remains. The sear-
let drapery about the Bacchus, and the
red wine flowing from the upturned
pitcher.

—_— -
SHADOWED A BANK TELLER.

Gratifying Result of a Sleuth’s In-
vestigation of Queer Doings.
(St. Louls Repubtic.)

“I have had all kinds of experiences,”
said a detective, “but last night I had
an entirely new ome. Two days ago
the president of a banking house sent
for me, and said that he feared there
was something wrong with his assist-
ant teller, who appeared to be laboring
under some -excitement, and who
showed signs of late hours and dissi-~
pation. 1 was asked to shadow him,
and to look out for evidence of irregu-
larities.

“It was then noon, and I started at
once by following my man to a cheap
restaurant. I supposed that he was go-
ing for his luncheon, but he went into
a telephone booth and closed the door.
It was impossible for me to hear with
whom he was talking. so T went to the
proprietor of the place and made some
inquiries, and learned that my man
telephoned every day at that time, and
seldom bought more than a sandwich.

“That day he paid the telephone toll,
but bought neothing. As I followed
him into the street I made up my
mind that he was in eommunication
with a stock broker, and that financial
trouble was the cause of his strange
actions. That was nothing new in my
experience. .

“When he left the bank that after-
noon he was in a great hurry, and I

followed him toward his home in the
car behind the one he was in: but by
some means he gave me the slip, for he
didn't get off at the eorner nearest his
home or several blocks afterward, as
far as [ saw. I went to his apartment |
to wait for him, and, meeting a little |
girl just entering the street deoor, I
fnquired “if she knew him.

“‘He is my papa,”” she answered,
‘and will be home in a few minutes. He |
always stops to see the doctor after!
he leaves the bank. because mamma
is very #ll, and we are afraid she will

die. The doctor comes every noon and
telephones to papa and then he stop
there on his way home. If you will
come in you wen't have long te wait,
or you can call again, for he mnever
leaves mamma after he ecomes home,
and sits up all night with her.

“I said that I might call again. but
instead I went to the home of the bank
president and made my report. This
morning that teller got a letter from
the bank granting him two weeks’ va-
cation and telling him that his salary
Was increased $26 a month.

— e
DOOM OF THE SPHINX.

Irrigation Causing Famous Egyptian
Monument to Crumble,
{New York Times.)

The nresent is a period of the van-
ishing of monuments which have stood
for thousands of vears. The other day
Venice lost one of her famous relich
of paset days, and many other build-
ings in the lovely Queen City of the
Adriatic are threatened with destruc-
tion.

And now comes the news that an
even more famous, an jnfinitely more
venerable monument, is likely to dis-
appear. It is said that the Sphinx,
which has stocod on the bank of the
Nile since the shadowy davs of the
Pharaohs, cannot long withstand the
erumbling occasioned by modern con-
ditions in Egypt.

Since the British have been in con-
trol in Egypt they have altogéther
changed the face of the ecountry. Land
that was once desert is now smiling
with verdure. Irrigation has re-
claiméd thousands of acres, and the
Sreat dam at Assouan will result in a
marvelous increase in the size of the
region under cuitivation.

All this has resulted in so modifying
the atmosphere of the country that the
dry air which allowed the preservation
of the Sphinx no longer exists. Every
one knows that the preservation of the
monoliths in London and New York,
however carefully they be watched,
cannot be continued indefinitely, and
it_is =aid that the same trouble which
caused so much discussion here in re-
gard to Cleopatra’s Needle is threat-
ened in the case of the famous figure
that has SO0 many poems and

before the
id, somewhere about 4,000
. It is a recumbent

11 the garden.

rock, some defects of which are sup- l
plied by a partial stone casing. There
is a temple in frant of it, but all efforts
to prevent the sand settling over the
building have failed.

In front of the breast of the Sphinx
originaily appeared an image of a god,
the weather-worn remains of which
may still be made out. The head of
the Sphinx was a work of art of the
highest type krown to the Egyptians,
and finished with the greatest care. It
is now greatly mutilated, but, in spite
of all its injurles, its calm, majestic,
pensive expression still appeals to the
most thoughtless of travelers.

Perhaps means may be found to
avert the threatened ruin of this noble
figure, but the battle between modern

conditions and ancient monuments is
one that wusually results in only one
way.

AN EFFECTIVE DRINK CURE.

The Victim of a Practical Joke, He
Now Retires at Seasonable Hours.
(New York Tribune.)

There is in this
man wheo is mon

ftown a verilain ciub
inclined to take his

lquor in allopathic than in homeo-
pathic doses. Not only does he lean
toward generous drams, buf those

drams he likes early and often. As a
natural and logical sequence, he has
usually been after 5 p. m. under the

influence of the red, red wine, and for
years unable to tell at what hour he
retired the night before. All that
changed now. He goes to bed at night
as sober as he wakes up in the morn-
ing, and all because he was the victim
of a practical joke.

A friend invited him to dine, and pre-
pared for his coming by attaching a
rubber tube to the bettom of his plate.
From the plate the tube ran under the
tablecloth to an air bulb in the host's
hand. A slight pressure on this bulb
would lift the plate a half an inch
from the table. This was all there was
of it, but it proved a far more eff
tive cure than a dozen Keeleys rolled
into one.

The bibulons one arrived om time,
and in his usual state of alcoholic good
nature. After he had ordered a dry |
Martini and indicated the brand of|
champagne he preferred, he launched |
into a good story he had heard that

is

day. The other man listened attentive-
1y, said nothing, and finally pressed the
bulb |

He of the “jag” promptly lost the |
thread of his tale, guiped twice and |
then stared hard at his plate. The |
plate remained immovabie, and the
voice of his host broke in on his|

chaotic thoughts. “You were saying’ |
—"Oh, ves,” rejoined the other, as he
hastily drained the cocktail the waiter
brought and ordered the wine opened.
“Yes, Brown said"— And the thread of
the narrative was picked up. Hardly,
however. was the story in swing be-
fore that wretched plate again lifted
and up in the air went the narrative.
It took libera! applications of cham-
pagne to brinz him down again, and

the hand that reached for the soup
spoon was visibly shaky.
Nothing occurred during the con-

sumption of the soup, and by the time
the waiter had removed his plate his
gayety and nerve had come back to
him. The desultory conversation that
was filling the interval between soup
and fish was, however, rudely inter-
rupted by the jag. He stared wild-
ly at his plate, felt it with his hand,
and then reached for his champagne.
As he set down the emptied glass, the
plate again focussed his attention.
This time there was no doubt that it
moved, for three times it distinctly rose
and fell 2as he watched it. He turned
an agonized eve on his companion.
“Wha'!” he gasped. “Wha's matter
with my plate?” ‘“Your piate? What's
wrong with it?” “Look! See! Git onto
it!” gasped the sufferer, for the plate
by this time was performing an alarm-
ing species of jig. “Why, it's like any |
other plate, isn’t it?” asked the host, |
as he picked it up. At the same time
he separated it from the rubber tube,
unknown to his guest, and then he
handed him the plate. This was too
much, and, hastily gasping something
about a forgotten engagement, the
bibulous one raced for the open air.
Now he is reformed and a respectable
citizen, but the tale of the dancing
plate has never been told him. He
still is firmly convinced that on that
particular evening he had a touch of
“Where am I at, Mr. Speaker?”

LOTOS OF THE SIAMESE.

An Annual Festival of Lilies—Yo-
gends in Which They Have a Part.

{New York Tribune.)
Thousands of real and artifieial Iilies,
bearing cargoes of sugar, sweetmeats,
rice, betel, tobacco and incense sticks, |
are annually floated on rivers and sea |
by the Siamese as offerings to water |
spirits. The lotos is the national flower
of Siam and is interwoven in its
ligion and poetry. In that couniry
both the white and pink varieties grow
in the greatest profusion.

On the way from Bangkok it is not
unusual to sajl for miles through
flooded fields covered with the white
flower. The royal lotos gardens of
Bangkok are several miles from the |
king’s palace, But are reached by a !l
drive over a good carriage road or al
Sant row by canal and river. A |
beautiful palace and temples are in
The palace, it is said,

re-

is |

| being prepared as the future home nr‘
| the heir apparent.

During the v
the Duke of Mecklenburg to the
of Siam he was entertained
lotes garden is one of the most br
sites in the city and is a favorite picnic {
resort. §
A new variety of lotos, is said, imsf
recently been found. It is larger than |
the pink flowers and is pure white ex- l
cept for an inmer row of crimped and‘
fiuted petais, which are tinged with
sea green. Like the others, the heart
of the new lily is goiden, but it h
no fragrance. The lotos is interwoven
with every religious rite and ceremony
of the Siamese, and there are-few leg-
ends which do not in some way have
to do with it. When Buddha, for in- |
stance, appeared as a man encircl
by a halo of gilery, the earth bloomed |
spontaneously and in profusion with/|
lotos flowers, and now the great teach- 5
er is usually represented as sitting in |
an open lotos. At the ceremonies at- |
tending the cremation of the drowned
queen of Siam, tridents, with triple
tips, each crowned with the lotos, were
carried in the procession. Lotos-shaped

it

s

cups and sprinklers are ysed for the
royal bath in the hair-cutting and
coronation ceremoni Even the

king’'s cigars are rolled in the petals
of the flower which are gathered
the royal garden and preserved with
great care.

His Bluff Quickly Called.
(Chicago Record-Herald.)

“l want you to understand,” he
“that I'm the master in this house.

“All right.” she replied. “Go out and
tell the cook that we're going to have
compeany all next week.”

Then he put on his hat and went away,
making sarcastic yemarks about peopie
who were afraid to say their souls were
their own.

in

said,

Hope For the Future.
{Catholic Standard and Times}
“Come, come,” cried the candidale's
friend, “don’t be disheartened so easily.™
“But 1 am sure to be beaten,” cried the

ndidate, dismaliy.

“Nonsense! Let your motto be. “He
who runs and fights away, may live to
run another day.”

[ —
Love’s Labor Lost.
{Chicago News.)
Judge (to divoree applicants)—Why did
yoli marry this woman, Mr. Greeue?
Greene—To keep another fellow from
settine

her.
Judze—And why did you marry this
man. Mrs. Greene?

Mrs. Greene—To soite the other fellow.
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